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THE VEGETABLE KINGDOM 





ORNING GLORIES 


MORNING with its stillness, and these flowers 
Offering themselves above the trellises, and saying 
That there’s a noon before our heated noon: 
Their forms are but veils that hold the white, 
Purple and blue of that undialed noon 

Whose memory they ofter us—these flowers 

That fall not into sleep, that broken death, 

But give their lives as day turns past our noon. 


UNFLOWER 


TOWARDS us it looks illuminatingly 

Where bedded blooms are to the sky upheld, 
The Sunflower in the prospect’s fadedness, 
Solemn as stroke of a cathedral bell. 


With stalk that gives ascension to the gold 
Black-centred bloom and droops too heavy leaves, 
Solemn as things that are complete and grand, 
Sole, golden, round, autumnally it beams. 


The Magian! It emblemed once the light 
That is both truth and power: here it shows 
Large as the words of Zoroastrian kings, 
And solemn as the blessings they implored. 


And solemn in its downfall, like some mild 
King whom violent history bereaves; 

Its gold bestrewn and its head downbent, 

It stands among the potsherds by the pales. 
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ULIPS 


AN AGE being mathematical, these flowers 

Of linear stalks and spheroid blooms were prized 
By men with wakened, speculative minds, 

And when with mathematics they explored 

The Macrocosm, and came at last to 

The Vital Spirit of the World, and named it 
Invisible Pure Fire, or, say, the Light, 

The Tulips were the Light’s receptacles. 


The gold, the bronze, the red, the bright-swart Tulips! 
No emblems they for ys who no more dream 

Of mathematics burgeoning to light 

With Newton’s prism and Spinoza’s lens, 

Or Berkeley’s ultimate, Invisible Pure Fire. 

In colored state and carven brilliancy 

We see them now, or, more illumined, 

In sudden fieriness, as flowers fit 

To go with vestments red on Pentecost. 
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G/ pate 


you run to link with 
Other blooms— 

The staid, the savage, 
Geraniums, poppies; 
You have the jungle 

In your veins, 

Being Andean 

Indian girls. 

Yet you redeem 

Much dinginess 
Where, through green disks 
(Your leaves), you lift 
Your buoyant blossoms, 
Brightly dyed 


Nasturtiums! 


yes TREE 


CATALPA TREE with trunk like monolith, 
Wide-reaching branches and a thick of leaves 
As green as is lush grass, 

As wide as open hands. 


And I remember how your blossoms came 
Amid the freshness of your large green leaves— 
Whiter than seagulls’ breasts, 

A thousand thousand blooms. 


And like men of good heart who ges all, 
Descending branches held out boons for us— 
Branches of blossoms rare, 


White, freaked and delicate, 


Then strewed them on the ground, and distances 
Being native to these trees, heaped them so deep 
For prairie winds to strew 

Across unbounded lands. 


So, like a king who waives all less estates 

For sovereignty, you stand in greatness now— 
Sans duchies of leaves, 

Sans baronies of blooms. 


Eg TREES 


wiTH caverned bole and twisted limb they bide, 
Of their grained branches sparing, as old age 
Is sparing of the rankness that’s in youth, 

These Olive Trees. 


They have the greyness of dim mornings when 
Noah or Numa walked the hillsides; they 
Fall less into decay than into ruin, 

These ancient trees. 


And are of man’s domain as oxen are— 
Therefore more ancient than the forest trees— 
As ancient as his walls or as his ships— 

These stone-grey trees. 


OPLAR TREE 


AND worth the blossoms that Acacias 
And Chestnuts wear are these 
Leaves that number and that motion have 
With verberation of the wind and rain— 
Leaves that ensky themselves; and so 
By Cypress, Myrtle, Olive shown to be 
Child of the Celtic lands, 
With furrowed bole and black the Poplar stands. 
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RISES 


WHERE are they now, the softly blooming flowers 
With name unhard, unbarred, the Irises? 

Their stalks are shears stuck in the hardened ground. 
We named their colors, but our sights could measure 
Never their colors’ depths. Where are they now 
With argent, purple, azure and pale gold, 

And colors doubled like two stains in glass— 
Light-plumed Irises, where are they now? 


ILIES 


AT THE White Mass 
The word’s not said 
That consecrates— 
The bread stays bread, 
The wine is wine. 
These Lilies hold 

As for that rite 

Their chalices: 

The Mass is white. 
But they are garnished - 
As for that miracle 
That turns the natural 
~ Into supernal. 
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WHEN we behold 
Flowers of the magnitude of these, 
We dream the gardens that were Atlas’s 
Before the pride of his descendants made 
Atlantis but a name. Dahlias 
Beside the nettle-green of Autumn gardens, 
Yellow as masks of gold, 
Dark-red like wine the Sea-kings pour from galleys, 
And pink as clouds the early oarsman 
Above bright Ophir and dark Gades sees. 


20 85 


EACH TREE WITH FRUIT 


AMip curled leaves and green, 
Globes that have glow and sheen! 
Fruit most aerial, 

Fruit rose-flushed and pale! 


But moulded on a stone— 

It weights the bodies down 
Where their bright flesh corrupts 
Sooner than crabbed fruits. 
Peach!. Most flower-like fruit! 
Two seasons in one growth— 
Autumn’s glow and sheen 

Amid the summer’s green! 


Cex 21 
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OMEGRANATE TREE WITH FRUIT 


THE Punic fruit (their Roman name) 
Upon their myrtle-seeming trees, 
Evoke, like tokens of the Greeks, 

An aeon of the shining seas. 


Sculptor’s dimension in their shape, 
To orb from rondure they have gone, 
Damasked in redness, and as smooth 
As faces in archaic stone. 


Upon unstatured trees, beside 

Bright lance-like leaves, Pomegranates, 
Not tinted as our apples are, 

But red to all extremities. 


RUMPET VINE 


WITHIN the confine is a blackened shed 
Across which knots a vine with reddish flowers 
That move like fingers and are deep as combs. 


Inviting flowers! But whom would they enjoin? 
O none whose lives are to this prospect bound: 
Then presently there is that fairy thing 


Of body that is all a metal gloss, 
A bird that makes its wings invisjble, 
And here are beakers for the hummingbird. 


A gloomy tree a blackened shed beside: 
Foiling the greendark with bloodorange glow, 
The Trumpet Vine with its deep-vesselled flowers. 
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ERANIUMS 


THE reddest of all homely things, 
Geraniums in the street a-glow 

From sill to sill, and in alcoves 

With pots and pans they are a-row, 

They with their leaves of moulded green. 
Good people, grow Geraniums, 

The red, and grow the white between, 
And pink with blossoms primed with scent— 
Make rife the openest of flowers; 

Show us who walk through villages 
Ensigns of your content! 





ALLFLOWERS 


AND if we climb the sills of walls, 

Or plant our bunches on the top, 

Tis not to flaunt our reds and yellows, 
But that the mosses and stone-crop 

Are proud to have us in their close, 

We Wallflowers who are the fellows 

Of Lily, Hyacinth and Rose. 

The beauties of the family 

We are not—that we know and own; 
The garden’s outer shades have we: 
Here one may come, a memoried man, 
Who'll lift his head, “That honey-smell,” 
He'll say, “That dusky, musky red, 

That yellow new-washed in the showers; 
Tulip and Hyacinth and Rose, 

And Lily—they are very well, 

(Even Lily in her special bed!) 

But none so pleasant as Wallflowers!” 
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ANSIES 


YOUR eyes, your mouths, your brows betoken 
A wish, a thought, that’s all but null— 


Or spectral, say. And in you, Pansies, 
That trace of mind ensorcells us, 


As in the faces of the ladies 
We see in prints of old Japan: 


Grave and limpid theirs like yours are, 
And in a trance of wonderment. 


You bring us, both, unto a bourn 
Where mind is muted, thoughts are stayed, 


You yellow, pied, near-purple Pansies, 
And you, the deep-dyed Tyrian. 
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ILAC BLOSSOMS 


WE MARK the playing-time of sun and rain, 
Until the rain too heavily upon us 
Leans, and the sun stamps down upon our lustres, 
And then our trees stand in their greennesses 
No different from the privets in the hedges, 
And we who made a pleasaunce at the door-step, 
And, whether by the ash-heap or the spring-well 
Growing, were ever fresh and ever radiant, 

And fragrant more than grass is— 
We, we are gone without a word that praised us— 
You did not know how short the playing-time! 
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ABURNUMS 


OVER old walls the Laburnums hang cones of fire; 
Laburnums that grow out of old mould in old gardens: 


Old maids or old men who have savings or pensions 
Have shuttered themselves in the pales of old gardens. 


The gardens grow wild; out of their mould the Laburnums 
draw cones of fire. 


And we who have no Lindens, no Palms, no Cedars of Lebanon, 
Rejoice you have gardens with mould, old men and old maids: 


The bare and the dusty streets have now the Laburnumas, 
have now cones of fire! 
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eee BEECHES 


TALMUDIC in their alienness, 

The Copper Beeches are beside 

The Willow, Ash, and Sycamore— 
Dark ponderous trees. 


The Willow, Ash, and Sycamore 
Profess the green. And them beside, 
With branches close around dark stems, 
And leaves like burnished metal, dark 


Unordained trees. a 


Alien as minds that pondered on 

The letters twelve and forty-two, 

And in their inner depths pronounced 

The name that’s figured in the great 
Tetragrammaton. 


The Copper Beeches spread beside 

The Willow, Ash, and Sycamore, 

Alien, but more—discordant they— 

Discordant as the metal clang 

Against the lutes, the flutes, the chimes— 
Dark ponderous trees! 
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OODBINE 


THE Hawthorns now 

Are gone from the hedge— 
Their scent, their flower; 
But a moon-colored spray 
And a foam-colored spray 
Are near the thatch, 

Where round the porch 
With stem as thick 

As beam within 

The Woodbine grows. 


The Ash-tree planted 
With the same spade 
Is neighbour only; 
Geraniums set 

On window-sill 

Last but as long 

As the red paint 

Or whitewash coat 
On door, on wall; 
Nothing that grows 
Is leased so long, 

So close to the house 
As this hedge-thing. 





An old man rising 

From where he has lain— 
Pains in his joints— 
Wide-opens the door: 

On a sudden he feels 

The boon that brings him 
The meadow-slopes 

With the young calves, 
And his own delight— 
The Woodbine scent. 


A girl who comes 

Feels fragrance near, 
And, ere she raises 

The latch to bring her 
To join the dance— 

The moon-colored spray, 
The foam-colored spray 
Are at her breast 

With scent of that 
Which bides by the house 
So long, so close— 

The hedge-row bloom! 


IMOSA 


“LES MiMosas’ the Flower-girls cry as they offer us branches 
Along the curve of their sea a-bloom in the sunlight; 

Like dust, like foam are the blooms, but many and golden 
On branch that I hold in my hand.... 


I stand in a garden 
Where grows a tree that had bloom on its hundred branches, 
Swaying each as though many golden birds were upon it, 
And a Princess walks; there in veils of gold she is shrouded, 
But like dust, like foam, I know, the heart in her bosom. 
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this BLOSSOMS 


THEY come as in the progress of some young 
Soldan whose armies every day enlarge 
As on he hurries towards some red-crowned city; 


The dead stand with the living in their rank 
Of bloom, the withered with the opened flowers; 
They own no shade and no solemnity. 


And if they pine at all ’tis for the noon 
That makes so roseate their brake.of- blossoms, 
A thousand thousand—pink incarnadined; 


And livened by the light that’s flashed from leaves, 
Their finger-like green leaves, how radiant they! 
Yet men will never name the Oleanders 


With Roses, for all their bright abundance, 


Nor love them—no, for they have never wandered 
Out of a land of shadows and of clouds! 
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IBISCUS 


THEY have the scarlet that was on the lips 

That prophets smote with curses till they paled, 
Lips of Sidonian queens 

Astarte covened with 


Where ships of Tyre had been. 


Their scarlet darkens like the stain in dust 
Where walked the daughter of Herodias, 
For, lemans of the sun, 


Their life is but the meek 
Morning-glory’s day. 


But always on the hedges will be bright 
Bells of Hibiscus which girls will cull, 
And make their scarlet droop 

From black hair to dark cheek, 


Where they walk in the noon. 





PANISH MOSSES 


HERE you should lie, ye Kings of eld, 
Barbarossa, Bobadil, 

And Czar Lazar and Charlemagne, 
And Rustum, hard to quell. 

Here, where the centuries you keep 
Their greyness show in these 

The Spanish Mosses that always 

Are burthen of the trees, 

And match with grey and cobweb stuff 
Your ancient kingly weirds,.. ~ 


Dropping from branch to brafich, 1n troth, 


Kings’ cabalistic beards. 
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YDRANGEAS 


you stay so long before my door, 
Blanched flowers; 

The fern rusts beside mossed walls, 

The rook into the distance calls, 

The swallows are arrayed for flight. 
You with your high and heavy plumes 
Bowed, asperged in night’s downpour, 
And radiant in the morning light 

As pure samite, 

Are nunnery girls who have heard 

Of talismans an anchorite 

Holds, and troop around his door, 

Not knowing he 1s on his way 

Unto a chapel in the hills. 

But I will stay, 

And claim the candour of your blooms, 
You with your high and heavy plumes, 
Blanched flowers, 

Though the vine reddens round my door. 
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ARIGOLDS 


TAKE Marigolds—as golden as the posies 
The sunset beacons on Hesperides, 

And yet familiar as the name they honor, 
The name of Mary—these! 


Take Marigolds—I bring them from my garden; 
The days are darkening and the suns are low; 
Like fervencies in honest hearts enkindled 

The Marigolds will glow. 


There’s gilding on the yellow-petaled Daisies, 
And gilding on the Sunflower in his height; 
But with a fuller gold than flowers ensabled 
The Marigolds are bright. 
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YACINTHS 


TO VERNAL flowers, the Hyacinths, we’ve given 

The name that’s loveliest of the flower names, 

And in that name is all they would respond 

(These inexpressive, elegiac flowers), 

Although we say “they grow for festivals 

Whose holiness is not remembered now,” 

These with their spire of bloom and distant fragrance, 
Blue, white and pink, and curled like Amor’s hair. 





ATER LILIES 


AND did she know that she held in 
Their dankness, gold and ivory 
That were the gauds of Africa, 
The darky girl who lifted up 

The Water Lilies she would sell? 


(Than leaf afloat none lovelier!) 


Out of the pond that was her pail 

The orbed and broad-leafed flowers—they 
Gave glint unto her duskiness. 

And we’saw inshat minished pond, 
Outlayed, chryselephantine flowers. 
(Than leaf afloat none lovelier!) 
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OSES 


“THE ideal mistake,” 
Or “mistaken ideal 
Of Roses,” wrote 
Stéphane Mallarmé. 


But where they grow 
As here I see them, 
Out of old walls 

By the Alhambra: 


I think no Tulip 
Praised by Hafiz, 
No Lotus worn 
By Sukuntula, 


No Lily held, 
A regal emblem 
By Babylonia’s 
Hammurabi, 


Exemplify 

As these, Mallarmé, 
The fair and true 
Ideal that’s floral: 


Enameled green 
Of leaves, and blooms 
As blood of desert 


Horses ardent! 


LOWERING QUINCE 


ALL that was rich upon a summer day, 
Unnumbered, colored, brilliant and profuse, 

So that we said “the Summer’s waste of flowers” 
Was on that tree—a Flowering Quince it was, 

And made the Lilac and the Crab-apple 

Seem to withhold their blooms. And you were there, 
With gifts, with graces, and with promises— 

All that was rich. The Flowering Quince it was: 
Unfruitfulness was all amassed in flowers. 


— 
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OPPIES 


THREE Poppies one above the other stand 
Like prodigals whose riot has begun, 

Like dancers ready for a saraband, 

Like necromancers in a monkish school. 
Three Poppies hold their craters to the sun 
And brand the day with scarlet, and my mind 
With images of orgulous misrule— 

Like red-capped outlaws on Justiciar’s land, 
Like Moghuls in a square of Samarkand. 





IGER LILIES 


CHILDE ROLAND to the Dark Tower came 
And saw beside the grated vaults 

The Tiger Liles 

On long, much-leaved and weedy stalks, 
And wondered then what mocking jades 
Had these, their favors, on their graves, 
What crookback knaves! 

He saw them in a gleam that edged 
Down from the grinning waterspout, 
And knew their gage: ~~ 
Perverters of the Lily's name 

With curled lips and tongues stuck out, 
The sooty spotted flowers of flame! 
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OF Felines BEFORE DUBLIN HOUSES 


Verdancy is theirs, these Veronicas, 

And a bloomless beauty— 

The beauty of burnished breastplates and polished mail. 
Their glazedness 

The rain-drops fall from with singular purity; 

They have purple plume that the butterflies go to, 

And I think as I walk along how quaint are the suburbs, 
Each house railed in, and behind the rails, the Veronicas 
Sedate and staid, but sporting the purple a little. 
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RIAR BLOSSOMS 


TO-DAY a lowly verse I will make them, 
Thinking of things that are abandoned, 
Casuals of wayworn places, 

And vacant hours. 


Yes, and poor verses above the ancient 

Graves in untended parish churchyards, 
Where over the sunken stones where the Roses 
Went, they trail now. 


This is for them, the Briar Blossoms, 
Growing like shreds of linen bleaching 
On gross of leaves—one, then a hundred 
Unnoted blossoms. 


While I remember other advents— 
Humble, familiar things of a foreday, 
Wayside children who were my fellows 
With broken playthings. 


This is for you, the aboriginals, 
Outside the pales of gardens growing, 
Beside downtumbled barns bearing 
Scentless blossoms. 
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TOCKS OR PINKS OR GILLYFLOWERS 


AND if we look at them we say, 

“These long-stalked, always opened flowers— 
Unsurely do we know their name! 

White as the wimple of a nun, 

Or pink as in an order changed, 

The Stocks or Pinks or Gillyflowers.” 


But when benighted are the rest, 

These flowers are still awake: their bloom 
Becomes the shine that night allows 
With frugal fragrance; then we say, 
“Serene as 1n one’s inmost thought 


These Stocks or Pinks or Gillyflowers.” 


O SAINT FIACRE, PATRON OF GARDENS 


PATRON of gardens, Saint Fiacre! 

Old solitary man who wakens early 

To trim the hedges, raise the bended stalk, 
Cast weeds and slugs into the nether part, 
And clear the paths. O Fiacre, 

Still let there be a garden, not a wild! 


Patron of gardens, Saint Fiacre, 

Before the gateway stay, that we may see you 

With your deep eyes that have within them 

Your peace, your patience, your diligence! 
+ 


Patron of gardens, Saint Fiacre, 

Still set the colors of to-day beside 

Old boles past their prime in bygone days 
That had no deaths in them and no decay. 


A green weeping-willow and a dark 
Red-berried yew upon whose over-arch 
A blackbird sings the litany to your 
Rosary, O Fiacre forfend! 
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INDIANA UNIVERSITY POETRY SERIES 


IN THE BELIEF that good poetry has not been sufficiently encour- 
aged on a systematic long-term basis, Indiana University has es- 
tablished the Poetry Series and named as Editor, Samuel Yellen. 
Mr. Yellen’s own book of verse entitled Jn the House and Out 
was published by the Press in 1952. 


The principal purpose of the Series is to encourage new poets 
with promise and established poets throughout the country to 
publish good poetry; and the Press will make a consistent effort 
to find readers for it. Poetry of every style and school will be 
considered, from the conventional to the radical, from the light- 
est to the most serious. The sole criterion will be quality. 


Already published in the Series are: Songs for a New America 
by Charles G. Bell; New England Harvest by Donald Babcock; 
The Gypsy Ballads of Garcia Lorca translated by Rolfe Hum- 
phries; Dry Sun, Dry Wind by David Wagoner; and Jn the House 
and Out by Samuel Yellen. 


7 
In 1954 the Press will also present new books of portny By Ken- s 
neth Slade Alling and Walker Gibson. 4 


; 


INDIANA UNIVERSITY PRESS. e Bloomington asks 





